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Sing the Man that rais'd a Shirtleſs Band 
Of Northern Rabble, when the Prince did land ; 
A Sniveling Heroe with-a Weaſel Face, 
And Features which an Eunuch would diſgrace ; 
Of a dark Spirit, turbulent and proud, 
Rude to Supcriors, fawning to the Crowd ; 
Prompt to Revenge, and treacherouſly baſe, 
Plotting when private, bluſt'ring when. in place ; 
Too weak to hurt, y=t ever working ill, 
Harmleſs in Ation, Miſchievous in Will : 
Stiff for Religion, which he ne're profeſt, 
A Modiſh Zealot, with bad Morals bleſt, 
Lewdly profane, and wicked like the reſt ; 
Sainted 1th Womb, and born with mortal hate. 
To the Eitabliſh'd Forms in Church and Stare. 
The Youth was crain'd in a Fanatick Club, 
And heard a Blockkead bellow in a Tub : 
In riper years, the great Achitophel, 
With: all the Learning he receiv'd from Hell, | 
Refin'd the hot-brain'd Lout, and taught him to rebell 
He ſtudied Anarchy, and Common-weal, 
And Jearn'd to varniſh Wickedneſfs with Zeal. 
In Treaſ, ri too he wondrous progreſs made ; 
And once his fecret labours were betray'd: 
Bur halting Juſtice came 'roo late that tirne, 
For want of Evidenc:, but not of Crime : 
Witneſs the late Rehearſal that was made, 
When a Chief Actor the whole Scene diſfplay'd; 
Witneſs what fince the Chit himſelf has taid, 
Like mad *>t, As wonders he foretells, 
And in the Art of Palmiſtry excells ; 
With Frantick Geſtures, and a diſmal Meen, 
The Wretch diſcourſing to himſelf is ſeen : 
His boding looks a Mind diſtracted ſhow, 
And Envy fits engrav'd upon his Brow ; 
A reſtleſs Male-content, even when preferr'd, 
He leaves the Court, and mingles with the Herd 
Flutt'ring and vain, he ſeeks their wild applauſe, 
And heads them in defiance of the Laws : 
Harrangues ' the gaping Mobile aloud. 
Ard plays the Merry- Andrew of the Crowd : 
He tells chem his Eſtate is pawn' and ſpent 
In waging War againſt the Government : 
In the great Council he their Cauſe promotes, 
The Patron of their perjured Darling, Oates. 
When Htawuers with United Fury went 
T' affront the Court, and dare the Parliament, 
He their great Ciuardian , in the Crowded Street, 
That medley Tribe of Mutineers did greet. 
Great Town's Leige-Pcople thus he makes his own, 
And undermines that Captain's Envied Throne : 
His Sacred Rights this Upſtart does profane, 
Rivals his Greatneſs, and diſturbs his Reign. 
How did this Alien his ſtrong Realm invace, 
When in the progreſs which he lately made; 
Diſloya&iry-NMobb, undue attendance paid. 
Methink& I fee him bowing at the Head 
Of thoſe that through the wondring Strard he led. 
With pains and charge he did that Pageaat gain 3 
Nor was th- Service of his Kindred vain : : 
T heir Intereſt, acd his Man's, mace up t1e Scoundre] Train. 
Huzzaing Crowds flocke to him 1n all parts, 
Witch made nis Siiter name him King of Hearts. 
They k&ifs'd his proffered Hand, and Worklhip paid 
To tha: dull Calf which they. an Idol made; 
Withing the FunTo which. at Lendon (at, 
Had mate him Ruler of the New-form'd State, 
And cry'd, Ware Kine, if he ere dooms thy Fate. 
How goodly was the Show ! ro ſee him tran 
That Country-Rabble where himſelf does Reign, 
Like thoſe that lately Rul'd this plunder'd Town: 
Such Officers ſvch Diſcipline was ſhown. 
Yer their great Chief, whate're the Men endure, 
Like a wiis Captain does himſelf ſecure. 
Bur this pocr Fool did ill his life deiend, 
Stcrv'd with the Javclia of Rake-hell Friend. 
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1 And like a ſavage Lyon bore away the Prey. 
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This part he atted on his Rural Stage, 
The great Buffoon and Harlequin o' th' Age. 
When he 1ecurn'd, his Subjects did attend 
Their ſneaking Monarch ro his Journeys end : 
And in the Front Two Lob-cock Earls did 1ide, 
With Nobler Rabble by his meager fide. 

Go on vain Man, and grow in Infamy, 
Let Crimes Immortalize thy Memory. 
Long. live the Ballads thar extol thy Fame ; 
May unborn Mobile adore tay Name, 
And thee the Founder of their Kingdom claim. 
Still make ſuch Speeches as you've done of lare, 
Still fet the Crowd above the XMiagiſtrate. 
Let head-!trong Malice, unreſtrain'd by Shame, 
Prompt thee again the Clergy to defame; 
Preſume ſome other Patriots Caſe to draw, 
Write more Falle Erg/iſh to make Treaſon Law: 
The Faults of Ath-ns, and the Scribling Tribe ; 
Do thou their great Tutoloziſt tranſcribe. 
To ſhow thy Judgment, let tny Work be ſtol'n 
From the worſt Books the preſent Age has known. 
Print lyes , diſprov'd in AMalſon's Hiſtory, 
To wound the Martyrs ſacred Memory : 
Damn all his Royal Kindred in their turns, 
Rake their dead Aﬀhes, and diſturb their Urns : 
Againſt your Neighbours brandiſh ſtill yonr Tongue, 
And turn once more Intormer to the Throng , 
You'll injure no man's Honour but your own ; 
Their Deeds are blameleſs, and their Worth is known * 
But thy Exploits make thee che publick Sport, 
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Scoru'd by ail Parties, piſt upon at Court, 
His Name what Mortal can forbear to brand, 
Who difobey'd hls Princes firſt Command , 
And ſtubbornly refus'd his Whisk-rails to disband ? 
Who with officious forwardneſs, unſenr, 
Carries King Fames his final Complement : 
To him, whom now you with regret obey, 
If ere diſtreſt, ſuch Duty you will pay : 
Or if you fall into deferv'd diſgrace, 
And oncn are kickr from dear Exchequer-place, 
You then will riſc even at a French Alarm, 
And for Revenge and new Preferment Arm. 
© Yet dont a Letter to thy Tennants write, 
* Nor urge them for thy Intereſt to fight. 
< Mourn not paſt Freedom, nor loſt Property, 
© Nor ſay Religion lies in Jeopardy ; 
© That Providence will leaye 'em in the lurch, 
© Since Miracles are iccaſed in the Church, 99c. 
Leſt one of them ſhould: publiſh a Reply, 
Divulge your Non-ſence, anſwer every = 
And your Weakeſt Calumnies untie ; 
You breach of Faith to thoſe that ſerv/d you laſt, 
Will all yonr future gay pretences blaſt : 
You promiſed to ſollicit full as hard, 
To get for them, as for your (elf, reward : 
Yet you , when Treachery had won the Day, 
Diſmiſs'd the weary'd Herd without their Pay, 


You promis'd with thoſe Men to fall or {tand, 
Who lie unbury'd in a barren land, 

To feed wild Dogs under his Conduct gone, 
Who was a Traytor ripe in Forty One. 

In vain you'l think to rendezvouze again, 
And have a freſh Supply ct ready men. 

No Scrubbs ill arm'd, will mount unſaddled Sreeas, 
Nor back the ancient Colts their Foreft breeds. 
Straw-Boots no more ſhall make a Warlike S:ghr, 
No more. ſhall you put naked Prieſts ro flight ; 
No Bed-rid Zealots will Five Cuineas give, 
No more ſhail vou on their Colle&tion live : 
'Tis time your fatal CGiovernment ſhould end, 
Each Man bewails the Death of Child or Friend, 
And Orpnans Curles all your Steps actend. 
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